CHAPTER   XIII
MRS, ANTHONY, the Madrassi ayah, came
to help to nurse Blanche, and in the evenings
she stayed. late gossiping with auntie, for Mrs*
Anthony loved a good gossip even more than the
tea and chew of betel she would presently buy
from the pan-seller on her way home. She wanted
to find out from auntie where Belle had gone.
"She has gone for a secretary to a gentleman/*
said auntie guilelessly^ and Mrs. Anthony's eyes
narrowed. And who was Rosa's friend, this tall
English boy? Mrs Anthony wanted to know that*
"He very pretty/" she said to Rosa3 "his hair
like moonshine/*
"You mean sunshine."
"Too pale for sun5 but he very pretty sahib*"
"Am I pretty?1* Rosa teased her.
"Very pretty, darling. So pretty, my Missy
Rosa!" said Mrs. Anthony, who did not think so
at all, too thin, too dark and little; she liked a
blonde, fat cheeks, dimples and curves, in a blue
dress with sequins and pink roses.
Rosa was very pale, the last of her colour had
gone in the heat and the strain of Blanche's illness;
her eyelids had a lilac tinge that gave her a look
of fragility, and she seemed to Stephen like a
flower at night when the dusk has taken its colour